THE   NEW   MONGOLIA

I found that wolves were as common in this part
of Mongolia as dogs are in any European country.
Once or twice, when we halted near a nomad camp,
I saw the cattlemen chase away a pack of wolves with
almost casual shouts of "Ay! ayF*

While Agfan, Taichi and the other Mongolians
were driving the bullocks across the Orchon I took a
stroll along the bank and was interested to notice that
the river was simply alive with fish. Fishing, I found,
is an almost unknown occupation in Mongolia, as for
some unfathomable reason Mongolians do not eat
fish.

It was sunset by the time the whole caravan was
across and the sky was crimson in the east. Yes, in the
east, not in the west, for in Mongolia it is the eastern
horizon that is painted red as the sun sinks in the
west.

On the other side of the river Vladimirov came up
to me and said:

"When we reach the Tola river 111 go ahead to
Urga with the horses. You can come with me if you
like."

I jumped at the offer, for Urga could be reached
in four days on horseback, instead of the eternity that
the caravan would take. There would be no saddle
or harness for me, but that did not matter.

Soon after this we reached the Tola river and forded
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